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Brahman, and no sooner are we able to realize the One
Reality behind the phantom shadows than all things
become God, in the sense that nothing but impersonal
attributeless Brahman is then experienced as truly
existent. The Stream of Illusion is to be charted by us,
keeping our heads above the billows threatening lo
swallow us up, and our race is not run till the source is
found—the source which is as inscrutable and obscure as
the source of Mother Ganges. Every one of us is God
in his essential or real nature. If the common grain of
earth predominates, it is a fault of ours,—a fault which
is inexcusable and irremediable and which is the cause
of our craft sinking in the boisterous billows of
life. It is the sum-total of the individual Samskaras
that overlay the mind-stuff, and it is according- to these
Samskaras or impressions that we sojourn in higher or
lower planes. Thus it is that we have the A tman in
bondage which we call the Jiva. And we are merged in
the One Unit Existence, and the cycle of births and deaths
ceases, when the momentum of past work is exhausted,
just as the current that comes out of the dynamo, returns
to it after completing the circuit.
The uncompounded essence of which, like the
Miltonic angels, we are made, is hidden by the obstructions
of illusory materiality. Like diehard realists in the world
of commerce, we are running after baubles and have
lost consciousness of the Infinite Self, in Whom everything
merges itself, and from Whom everything emanates like
the myriad streams rising from the same source. In this
one all-comprehending existence, one appears as manifold.
The Self, in the language of Vivekananda, is like one of
the cars of the Chicago Ferns wheel, which is in motion
all the time, but the occupants change.  The Upanishads
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